Note book 


Fall, 2024 


- Brian Edwards 


l. 


It's going to be 
another day 

a day in the grind 

a day in the eternal 
nine to five cycle 

it's only just past 
seven now 

and I just made 

my first cup of coffee 
went out on the porch 
for a smoke 

but I can already see 
it's going to be 
another one 

I could see it 

and I could feel it 

in the look of the clouds 
bleakeseeelike they just 
floated on over 

from a bleak tundra 
bleakeseswith no flowers 
bleak.....waiting for 
the sunshine in vain 


EEE 


— 11/7/2024 


2e 


And I'm looking at 

a shadow cast 

from the end of time 
across the neighbor's 
vegetable garden 

I'm looking at the iguana 
beside the vase 

hoping for a feast of flies 
and I'm looking 

at the Moon 

and its glowing solitude 
and I'm looking at a cat 
listening to oracles 

I cannot hear 

midnight approaches 

the suburbs are quiet 

not much happening 

but for the magic 

of the hidden world 


KE 


— 11/7/2024 


3. 


There was something 
about the stars tonight 
that spoke to me 

telling me 

everything I needed to hear 
and tomorrow 

it's back to the day job 
it's back to 

the wasteland of the soul 
from the nine to five 
it's back to where 

my muse is chased away 

by a corrupt system 

a fallen world 

just being another 

cog in the machine 

the leviathan of paper money 
and tonight 

the stars spoke to me 

and I heard what I needed 
to keep slugging 

through it all 


KE 


— 11/7/2024 


4e 


The old weather worn 
parking lot 

is a familiar sight to me 
I see it every day 
serving its purpose 

yet diminished 

lashed by time 

lashed by the world 
lashed by civilization 
that's always in a hurry 
lashed by the Sun 

with its fiery radiance 
lashed by the Moon 

with its pale glow 

of the solitary 

every day 

I see this same parking lot 
we are both aging together 
in this world 

of fleeting memory 

we are both 

stricken by the elements 
and the changing seasons 
we are both run down 

by the machinery 

of the world 

we can both 

carry an echo 

of our voice 

a little ways 

before it vanishes 

into the sea of time 
that awaits us 


KE 


- 11/7/24 


5e 


I wish that I could 

just walk out 

into the sunrise 

and become a part of 
never ending beauty 

but the clock 

is right there looming 
with its grim hour hand 
the hourglass 

is right there 

counting down 

counting down 

to send me back 

into the grind of the world 
out on the windswept plaines 
of modern civilization 
yet all I wish 

is to walk out 

into the sunrise 

I want eternal sunrise 
and beauty forever 

in a place beyond 

the cold grasp of time 


EEE 


— 11/8/2024 


6. 


Is this the beginning 

of the end 

will the creatures 

that we created 

out of our minds 

rise up and devour us 

for our decadence 

for our misjudging 

of so many situations 

are we losing ourselves 
in a sea of endless dribble 
about what we do not 
perceive correctly 

are we running out 

of the glorious light 
like ancient stars 

that are burning out 

and fading 

are we set upon our course 
towards a destiny 

of fragmentation 

each of us becoming 
islands of solitude 

unto ourselves 

are we now imagining anything 
that can transcend 

the bitter thorns 

of our vain rhetoric 

are we marching towards 
an abyss of illusionary dreams 
the broken pieces 

staring back at us 
calling out to us 

warning us about 

our own blind ignorance 


KE 
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Te 


And I'll wake up early 

and go out 

and watch the sunrise 
somewhere 

because that's the time 
those are the moments 

when I often see something 
something closer 

to immaculate 

something bestowed upon us 
by a higher power 
something from 

a different place and time 
something like the divine 
something that makes me 
want to return 

and see it all again 


KE 


— 11/9/2024 


8. 


I know the night flower 
and the night flower 
knows me 

when we were both 
singing to stars 
crystallized with 

the radiant magic 

when we were both 
wanderers in the desert 
searching for the glow 
of civilization 

I know the night flower 
from when I was 

adrift in time 

cast about in a tempest 
of memories 

lost in a sea 

of bitter realizations 
giving up all hope 
until the night flower 
appeared before me 

from out of the darkness 


KE 


- 11/10/2024 


9. 


What am I looking for 
redemption 

damnation 

if only 

it would make me 

feel something again 
tonight the Moon weeps 
its pale tears of light 
over the forest 

but I am not there 

Iam far away 

ina city 

where idols are crowned 
and anointed 

and I feel nothing 

in this city 

nothing is reflected here 
I am looking for signs 

of any real beauty 

I am looking all over 
for a rose 

whose thorns 

I need not fear 

I am looking for a sanctuary 
from all of the illusions 
I am looking for the stars 
but cannot see them 

they are drowned out 

by the shining lights 

of the city 

the wicked city 

the lost city 

for which the Moon 

weeps pale tears of light 


KE 


- 11/10/2024 


10. 


Hangover 2005 : 


And I was thrown out there 
into the world 

of the morning Sun 

I was thrown out there 
confused....adrift 
responsive to nothing 

but for the drunken carnival 
happening in my mind 

or to my mind 

as I dragged around 

the ruins 

of the previous night 

like the boulder of Sisyphus 
and there I was 

dragging myself 

to the altar 

of the morning Sun 

to throw myself 

down upon the cold stone 
praying for the sleep 

of a thousand years 

hoping for 

the absolution of oblivion 
hoping for gargoyles 
Valkyries 

stone dog-men of ancient Egypt 
to appear 

and free me from my plight 
there I was out there 

a martyr to my cause 

which was remorse 

there I was 

little more than an ant 

a speck of dust 

before the glorious 

the ever punishing 
Morning Sun 


KE 


- 11/10/2024 


11, 


Like arisen fire 

the starlight glares 
immortality's shells 

upon the shores of Ithaca 


drop anchor 

and here we shall behold 
constellations of old 

such mythology 

shines down 

upon this barnacled steamer 
and reaches fathoms below 
where Atlantis sleeps 


and I saw the dreaded island 
in my first and twentieth year 
there were sirens upon 

some surrounding rocks 

their eyes were green 

and their song 

was every man's desire 


yet that arisen fire 

the stars and their glare 
proved greater than 

that song of seductive doom 
there was paradise 

in those green eyes 

it is true 

yet there was 

eternity in those stars 

up in the sky 


KE 


- 11/10/2024 


12. 


The day 

had a strange feel to it 
like the ancient Egyptian Sun god 
had come down from the sky 
and now walked the land 
and I saw Tartarus 
reflected in the windows 
of passing buses 

as I walked 

down the street 

with holes in my shoes 
walking because 

the car was broken down 
going for a pack of smokes 
because I was always 

a slave to my vices 

and today was no exception 
as the Sun gods 

walked the Earth 

trying to satisfy 

their own vices 

in this world 

where the wind itself 

is often rife with the wicked 


KE 


- 11/11/2024 


13. 


It's almost 

ten o'clock at night 

and tomorrow 

I may or may not 

see the maniacs 

running through the cornfields 
I may or may not 

see the Hindenburg 

crash and burn once again 
history repeating itself 

like a movie 

stuck in a time loop 

and nothing seems real 

except for everything 

that has thorns 

and I walk through the garden 
in the valley 

of the golden calf 

all those fools out there 
mesmerized by the glitter and gold 
and the world is becoming 

an absolute enigma to me 
meteors sometimes 

fall into our deserts 

without a sound 

as we grasp 

for some kind of meaning 

as we see harlequins 

when we watch 

the evening news 

as we feel 

the shadows of the past 
stalking us 

as we contemplate 

a day at the beach 

where seagulls seek our demise 
for a bag of peanuts 


KE 


- 11/11/2024 


14. 


Caught in the middle 
between two battling armies 
King Arthur's 

and that no good Mordred's 
my cows lost 

my chickens lost 

my humble fields trampled 
war 

battle 

chaos 

fire 

the realmis at stake 

but I've already lost 

my simple farm 

doomed by 

the cruel gods of fate 
and the writers of legends 
that will most likely 
become renowned 

and wealthy 

for what they write 

of this day 

this battle 

where all my chickens 
were lost 


KE 


- 11/12/2024 


15. 


I'll never be as good 
as Merlin was 

now there was 

a wizard 

the best of them all 
and I'm still working 
on that spell 

to make it rain wine 
so I can stay drunk here 
in the sunny realm 

of Camelot 

I'll let those 

great shining knights 
worry about 

saving the world 
fighting evil 

I've lost my ambition 
I'm a poor excuse 

for a wizard 

Merlin was 

a far better one 

once when 

we were together 

he turned the sea 
into wine 

we both got mad drunk 
he passed out 

on The Round Table 

I threw up 

on Arthur's thrown 
how we both 
disappointed the King that day 
and all the shining knights 
of the realm 


KE 


- 11/12/2024 


16. 


And all of those 

snakes in the grass 

are everywhere 

could this be 

the unraveling of it all 
system diodes 

coils of mystical radios 
we are listening 

through seashells 

to Atlantis 

we hear everything 

that they heard 

because we are with them 
in a sense 

many of our mirrors 
reflecting occult worlds 
tea and hashish in the library 
we are waiting quietly 
patiently 

for the grandfather clock 
to chime at the holy hour 


KE 


- 11/12/2024 


17. 


And so the dance 

of the riddles begins 

a cacophony flowing 

as graceful as a tempest 
like a weathervane 

that has lost 

the purpose of its meaning 
like a candle that is stoic 
in the fierce wind 

I do not really mind 

that each horizon 

is not discernible 

from the next 

I have overestimated 
everything anyway 

I once believed 

that there was 

a hidden dream in the sky 
now as I lie down 

upon a bed 

in this motel room 

by the bay 

in my head 

my thoughts are dancing 
a dance of riddles 

a dance that carries on 
after all the candles 
have expired 


KE 


— 11/13/2024 


18. 


Now the Moon is up there 
glowing brightly 

casting its pale light 
down upon the streets 

that run like rivers 

the old town is now quiet 
the cold winds are tamed 

a mouse stirs in a patch of woods 
and there but a hour ago 

a black cat ran across my path 
giving me the bad luck 
don't I know it 

I know very well 

what this occurrence means 
the look in its green eyes 
witchcraft it was 

from the old ways 

now I find myself 

looking behind my shoulder 
the Moon is pale 

all full of craters 

and seas of Moon-dust 

all full of the Moon magic 
time and dust 

time and dust 

and the old town 

is quiet still 


KE 


— 11/14/2024 


19. 


Oh yes you know 

lovely lightning bolts 
blessed summer rain 

storm of thy childhood memory 
of the grassy field 

and NOceee 

I never did wander far 

alas amidst the night bells 
the ringing....the steeple 

I can feel the gentle gaze 
the eyes of a swan 

now of a sudden 

boisterous folly 

dancingSesee DCC Lreeeewine 

we were still in that time 
when we could never seem 

to recognize the rude awakening 
flower pots and the kettle 
tea in the kitchen 

outside a winter snow 

all of this intrepid 

and then the spring came 

and the last nightly 

crows up upon the branch 

fog upon the morn 

fog upon the morrow 

but telling me anything then 
was only futility 

ahhh.eeeethe last sea mist 

of my season 

what was I to do now 

left behind in the small town 
going on day to day 

walking down oblivious streets 
beholding the gaslights 

of an earlier age 


KE 
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20. 


Drinking the Sea Visions : 11-14-2024 


Brittle is the mast 

in the sail winds 

like cornstalks climbing towards 
Elysium upon a cloud 
ashore...the dew of the morning 
an astrological glistening 
candles of the night 

now going dark 

yielding to the rays 

of a solar kingdom 

now upon the mercurial 
wind-swept plateau 

now aboard the spectral schooner 
those mariners 

drinking the sea visions 

the seagulls give me 

the familiar nod 

Oo' drifting omens of sea 

Oo' drifting omens of thee 

Oo' drifting omens 

of the mermaid's raven-dark hair 
now thrashing waves 

of the fathoms belching 

I saw a glimpse 

into the island of your soul 
starfish of the Minoan deep 
thrashing waves....thrashing waves 
the kiss of the accursed 

siren song 

the feathers of an albatross 
they tell a tale indeed 

don't they 

given a Half-Moon's rhyme 

no hour of anointed star 

can obscure in time 

the lighthouse 

of the lighthouse keeper's mind 


KE 


— 11/14/2024 


2l. 


To bese... 2 thousand dawns 

to be like a thousand lanterns 

lit across the sky 

now will I follow 

the old path down 

to the old sitting stone 

and there to sit...and sit....and sit 
waiting for the emerald crown to glow 
and tomorrow I know 

it's back to wandering 

through the fog 

as little lights of little candles 
appear in distant windows 
themselves like a thousand 

little dawns.... each of them 

now will I follow 


KE 


- 11/16/2024 


22. 


Time slips by on me 

slips by like a field mouse 
underneath the shroud 

of the stars 

that glow to the east 

that glow that heralds the dawn 
when I see it... I proclaim it 

I sing it.... I sing of its appearance 
with words of melody 

time has made me a weaker 

yet a wiser man 

it is through the flowing 
streams of time 

that I have seen my visions 

I have seen my visions 

in the glare 

of the sunlight 

touching the water 

I have found my visions there 
thousands and thousands of them 
from centuries before 

and of centuries yet to be 


KE 


= 21/15/2024 


256 


Yes... I will let it be now 

I will try and take it 

from my mind 

scatter it to the winds 
distill it in the mountains 
like the Moonshine 

and ever the swan 

ever the swan 

I can see the lake and the mist 
before me like discovery 

a new land 

I can see the land before me 
like discovering a new morning 
odes to the candle 

and the lantern 

and the windswept weathervane 
of countless years 

I know the Moonlight also 
entranced me back in ninety-four 
and now the Moon 

hangs low and bright 

over sandy trails 

in the Pine Barrens night 

now we start 

trying to calm the mind 

and the vines start growing 
up the green moss of the walls 
and mushrooms rise 

from enchanted soil 

and now the wind 

plays its song 

as a record plays 


KE 


- 11/16/2024 


24. 


So the mist is whispering 

so it is sse SO itis 

Helios now lifts his lantern 
and suddenly 

the forest is bright 

that Olympian light 

is now cast down 

upon the forest 

and where should we go 

where to go 

what sandy trail 

what path will lead us 

to our destination 

so it begins 

a new day's dawning 

Icarus flies 

like a sparrow in the heavens 


KE 


- 11/16/2024 


254 


Waiting from a dream 

within another dream's beginning 
when today feels like yesterday 
and tomorrow 

is shining through 

the window like the Sun 

being awake 

in the beginning of a dream 
obscurity merging with clarity 
islands of fog 

upon the clearest sea of blue 

I know that I am searching 

for a way home 

the home that 

I've never been to 

and now here at midnight 

I behold a sunrise 

upon the horizon 

is it night 

in the world that is awake 

is it sunrise in the world 

that is a dream 

the end and the beginning 

of a fragment of time 


KE 
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26. 


Now the dawn's light 
touches the trees 

and there is music 

now the shroud of the night 
slips back and away 

with the tide 

of the starry sea 

and there is music 

now there is music 

and bright....radiant 
cities....castles....palaces 
appear atop the clouds 

as the Sun's glowing 

fire of creation is shining 
as it touches the trees 

and now there is music 

now there is laughter and joy 
that fills the sky 

of the dawn 

and the dawn's light 

when now there is music 

and the bright....bright radiance 


KE 


— 11/17/2024 


27. 


Testi n Secee 

transmission go 

to the furthest 

stars of poetry 

to the worlds of poetry 
that orbit these stars 
through the subtle 
radio dimensions 

of the imagination 

and the subtly perceived 
transmit....transmit 

the words of light 

the poetry 

of the inner soul-light 
transmit in the hour of shells 
in the hours of waves 
to the everlasting dawn 
a sky of clouds 

and floating palaces 

to the stars of poetry 
to the stars 

of the radio night 


EEE 


- 11/18/2024 


28. 


Nothing follows me 

beyond the threshold 

and the threshold is golden 
and the Sun and the birds 
seem to follow 

the western winds 

and the stillness 

of the winters night 

will be upon us soon 

and once more 

I will rely on the candle 

to illuminate a quiet corner 
beyond the windows 

in the tree branches 

the crows will eye the Moon 
and feast upon the moonlight 
and there will be 

little more left to see 

for the night moves 

like an ebbing tide 

now the wonderful cauldrons 
of witches aspirations 
release their divination vapors 
into the tree line 

and what'll I see tomorrow 
the hourglass 

and the tobacco pipe 

await me 

with a most strange music 


KEE 


- 11/19/2024 


29. 


Another night 

the saga ends 

that never began 

and I walked the streets 
without an epiphany 
and I knew 

that destiny 

would never 

collide with me 

it was always on 

the other side of town 
laughing it up 

with the rich folks 


KE 


- 11/19/2024 


30. 


Nothing's really happening 
when the stars are frozen 
in the glittering light 

eye of the needle's eye 

a Nile River's vision 

of reeds and whispers 

and what is all 

that gets forgotten 

yet still clings for many ages 
to the ethereal tapestry 

of the air 

I am wandering down 

the long path 

to the shore of the sunrise 
I am keeper 

of the lighthouse’s harmony 
I am a flicker of stones 
upon waters of mysterious ocean 
I was born into the world 
in a time of musical kings 
daffodils and lightning 
make rings of light 

seen in the daydream 


KE 


- 11/21/2024 


31. 


And now you think 

of the sorcery 

where before you thought only 
of the coral and pearls 

in the sea 

and the radios 

situated near the windows 
blare out....they 

blaze and blare out 
MUSLCeceee JAZZ 

electrified pianos 

and the truth of the stars 
blitz and blaze and blam 
instruments speaking to us 
on behalf 

of the motions and 

the emotions of the world 
the whole world 

and the human soul 

and the gold that 

the stars forged 

and the gold that 

the Conquistadors adored 
won't you go 

and follow me 

into the dreamworld 

of the flute 

won't you raise your arms 
and sing 

to the invisible hourglass 
that follows you 

wherever you go 

won't you walk with me 

out upon 

immaculate Persian plateaus 
blaring....blaring.....blaring 
out of windows 

the radios bestowing 
blessings upon the streets 


KE 


- 11/21/2024 


32. 


Tonight 

I'm just sitting around 
listening to the music 
of the mirages 

tonight I'm just 

opening up my soul 

to the harsh winds 

of the soulless world 
tonight I'm just 

dancing in my own imagination 
because I just don't 

have it in me anymore 
tonight I'm just 
thinking about the old days 
and how they're 

truly gone forever 
tonight I'm just 

trying to laugh 

about anything 

so that laughter 

will mingle with 

the music of the mirages 
in my sleepy 

little corner of town 
here in this world 


KE 


— 11/23/2024 


33-6 


A torch 

of everlasting truth 
is burning out there 
somewhere 

shining bright 
because truth 

is the light 

that shines above 
all others 

though it's dark 
here where I am 
truth is like a dream 
that exist someplace 
far away 

here the streetlights 
are glowing 

and the headlights 
of the cars are glowing 
and the neons 

of the liquor store 
where salvation 

and misery 

are found 

in shining bottles 
waiting for 

just the right soul 
to come along 
searching for 

the truth of it all 
or seeking 

to escape from it 


KE 
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34. 


Smoking a cigarette 
under the beauty 

of Morella's reflection 
in the mirror 

I discovered the truth 
of some things about her 
and it drove me to madness 
there's no going back 
the cracks are there 
like chasms in the mind 
an abyss that swallows 
the morning Sun 

and Morella's reflection 
merely laughs at me 

her raven hair 

and lighting flash eyes 
born of the night 

but that was 

always fate 

I willingly chose 

to ignore the omens 

just hoping for a good time 


KE 


— 11/23/2024 


356 


Thy kingdom is a dream 

thy world is a dream 

the radios of summer 

the glow of the boardwalk lights 
at the corner 

of 9th Street and Asbury Avenue 
all the world 

was a glowing summer dream 
and the ocean air 

filled the night 

and the stars above 

the Ferris Wheel 

seemed invisible 

yet we could feel 

their presence 

and the Peanut Man 
summoned us 

to his peanut lair 

and that haunted house ride 
ONeeee Il forget what street 
never grew tired 

of that one 

and eventually 

the summer ended 

and the horizons 

began to look different 

and the radios 

played newer..... different songs 
and the Ferris Wheel 

one day was gone 

though I heard 

the Peanut Man 

is still there 

luring in 

the happy wanderer 


KE 


— 11/23/2024 


36. 


I awoke to nothing 

but for the light 

of a candle glowing 
blasted.....this season 

of rain 

and there are songs 

to be heard 

in the wild wind 

if you listen deeper 

but don't try 

the foundations 

of one's mind 

are not always grounded 
upon solid stone 

in the winds sometimes 
there are legions that deceive 
there are beautiful flowers 
that wither at the touch 
do not let 

appearances fool you 
through the valleys 

over the hillsides 

the fragments 

of ancient dreams linger 
they gather 

gravitate towards each other 
combine in the moonlight 
do not listen to fools 
that speak from 

their own vanity 

walk out of the shadows 
walk towards 

the gaslights of the west 
seek the truth 

in the glow of the candle 
that you will awaken to 


KE 
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3T- 


Nothing but for 

the stone cold 

of the cold stone 

I was dreaming once 

of or in New Foundland 

it was an oasis 

for that deserted 

heart and soul of my own 
and I lit the lantern there 
by the sea rocks 

not an easy task 

in the sea winds 

all those old cauldrons 

to be imagined 

those witch's words 

all of those witchery words 
from what dreamworld 

did they arise 

I surmise that 

there is something mysterious 
in the soil sometimes 

and don't listen 

to my words 

there is no witchery 

to be found there 

and if you cast 

the little bones 

upon the oil drum 
something may be foretold 
yet what itis 

how the whistling wind deceives 
and I shall go through 

the gate 

nearly over grown with vines 


KE 
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